2i4	BEYOND HORIZONS
For three days and nights we had been without sleep and under a
strain. For two days we had been reduced to gnawing at blocks of
chocolate and frozen bricks of pemmican for food. We were even
suffering pangs of thirst, since long ago the coffee and tea in our
Thermos flasks had frozen solid. We came up on the same beach
from where, as a young man twenty years earlier, I had looked out
across the unknown North and wondered what was there. Now I
knew. I had completed a great circle in my life, though I was too
weary then to realise it. Not until the next day did I stand here
again and think such thoughts.
When it became evident that the lost Norge, about which
Alaska's wires and radio were talking, was going to land, the good
women of Teller had rushed to their cook-stoves. By the time the
crew had deflated and secured the airship and had brought the in-
struments ashore, hot dinners were ready for us. Too exhausted to
do more than mumble our thanks, we gorged and then tumbled into
beds to sleep, most of us, for twenty hours or more.
Next afternoon the Italian crew started to dismande and crate the
dirigible for shipment to Italy as soon as navigation opened up. The
rest of us started out to see the sights of Teller. The village boasted
one civic attraction—a cage of white Arctic foxes. One of our
Norwegians felt in his pocket a sample of the lamented hard-boiled
and harder-frozen Spitzbergen eggs and tossed it into the cage. A
fox picked it up to bolt it, but a puzzled expression came upon its
face as the egg failed to break between its teeth. It dropped it, and
another fox picked it up, only to be disillusioned in turn. Presendy
they were all running round in circles trying to get the egg.
That was enough. We rushed to our hampers for frozen eggs and
pitched them into the cage, two at a time. A more enterprising fox
would get both, stuffing them into its cheeks like a case of double
mumps. The others would give pursuit of the swollen-faced fox,
round and round the cage. We laughed until the tears rolled down
our cheeks.
Leaving the Italian crew behind, next day we went overland to
Nome to wait for a ship south and write and send our litde account
of the voyage to the New York Times, according to the contract.
It occurred to me that I might as well read that document, and I
pulled it out of my pocket.

